ALBERT GNAWS A THING CR Two. loo! 


WELL FLAP MAH TAIL AN! MAN ALIVE’ AH FEELS 
CALL ME A SKILLET, IF’ DAT 

ISN'T DE JUICIEST TREE 
AH EVAH SEE / 


(Qed 


\ ee 
SN { 


THAT OL’ BEAVER BOPPED) \! 4% 
ME ON PURPOSE — AH 
WILL JUMP ON HIM / mn ’ 


—_—_—_ = 
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AY a 
( GG WHY ARE YOU. ) WHERE ARE 
OH, UNCLE Wi IY BOING WHEELS, Sor NG IN IT? 
ON YOUR ROWBOAT? Hees = Ooreed 


yOu 
if a ras V 


WHAT QUES TIONS/ DON'T YOU “Now ) 
THAT CURIOSITY KILLED A CATS 


= 


~ 
ily 
COPR THY by MWARD R_GARIB~ 


AS A MATTER OF FACT, IM GOING CLIMB IN AND LET'S GO \ HOW ARE WE 

FISHING IN THE LAE: > OB THE SkW MAY CLOUDY) GOING TO START 
AND YOURE TAKING LS WITH YOD)| | O TRON OS | ny eee 

BECAUSE YOU'VE GOT THREE ONGLE WIGGILg 


f + -—__I \ 
SSS ae cae 
FISHING POLES / G HAVE YOU GOT A PAI2 OF OARS 


VC “On, aS ony!) THAT WILL WORK.ON LAND 2 
> ee Te 9 oer 


i te SeOeyo Danes al eee WORK | | AN ELEC URIS FAN / 
H, EITHER A SAIL) |MOTOR/ THAT'S GREAT/ 
OR OARS" LOOK HERE// : : 
————_s— 


AT THAT. MOMENT NURSE JANE FUZZY WON'T YOU COME TOO, NURSE JANE? 
WUZZY RUNS OUT OF THE HOUSE ++ Warepse foe nan on BE ENOUGH 
Ll 


STOP/ “DONT GO TILL INDEED NO/ YOU WON'T SEE 
ea ME SETTING FOOT IN ANY 
P CONTRAPTION alice Tee, 


We ee LONGEARS, 
VE SOME SELE eE- 


GIVE YOU rebel LONI 


NURSE JANE'S SELF RESPECT 


KEEPS HER OUT OF ALOT OF FUN, 
DOESN'T IT; UNCLE WIGGILY ? 


SAILING, ) SAILING, 7 V/ iT 
OVER THE BOUNDING. SOEs BETTER ON WE'LL STOP HERE AND FISH 
MAINS / WATER THAN ON TLL BAIT EACH OF YOUR HOOKS 
7) s WITH A SQUIRMY WORM, 
T'LL BET WE te Se neg 
COULD CROSS || THANK YOU, eo 
THE_ATLANTIC/|| WIGGILY/ Tr Gives 

THE SQUIGGLES Ne 

DO IT MYSELF a) 


er SORES | 


YIPEE/ I'VE GOTA OH, DEAR, I'VE CAUGHT SOMETHING» 
7 Bire/ YOUVE OR ELSE SOMETHING'S CAUGHT ME/ 
Gor A Fisu/ |L— > : 


BULL HIM IN, ei Pa Se 
SAMMY LITTLETAIL / 


rs 
WOW, WHAT A WHOPPER, TLL BET THAT YOU SPOKE TOO SOON, SUSIE» 
USIE/ alae elle I'VE HOOKED A WHALE«: 


a0) )—-7 ee 
Cr WON'T CATCH 
ANYTHING AS BIG AS THIS/F] 


Ly 


TEE HEE/ THE WHALE BETTER THROW IT BAY! TILL TRY ANOTHER 
MUST HAVE WOR! \ BACK TO HIM, UNCLE] | PART OF THE LAKE «. 
RUBBER BOOTS/ WIGGILY HE MIGHT, : 


WE'LW HAVE TO LEAVE ».. YAW-W UNCLE WIGGILY 
A STORMS COMING UP! ¢ THE FISHING'S 
i : 4 >; ( FINE HERE > 


THE ANCHOR WILL KEEP OS OFF 
SHORE —TILL THE WIND DIES DOWN, 


AT'S AWHALE OF A JOKE, 
SAMMY LITTLETAIL/ HEH, HEH/ 


[eee WELL / THE STORM) THE WORMS 
DIDN'T LAST LONG FOR BAIT ARE 


AFTER ALL. WEILL 


ALL USED UP 


ONCLE WIGGILY/ 


\( WE CAN Dis 
SOME MORE/ 


VERY WELL, I'LL PULL THE 
ANCHOR UP AND GO ASHORE 
IE THE ANCHOR WILL ONLY 
COME Up/ 


¢ us 
SAM j Dy] 


PUL! MY PULL, ITS’ COMING 
ogg FEEL 


oe 


(CLOSE BY ON THE ISLAND A PIRATE 
FOX SIGHTS THE FAN MOTOR BOAT. 


AHA! THERE'S OLD WIGGILY LONG- 
EARS WITH THE TWO LITTLETAILS«: 


WHAT'S HE Ree Wate. 


WONDER THE 
ANCHOR WAS 
HEAVY: AN ION 
POT DEAR ME/ 


DEAR ME, SUZ/ NO) BUT WHAT'S | 


LiKE GOCLD/ 


WHOLE POT FULL/ AND 
SY CREATURES ABE peg Ne 


Ce \l s 
a 


AHOY, MATES / THERE'S) A SHIP.COME | [A WHOLE por \ is OURS FOR THE 
ATREASURE SHIP ON LET'S FULL OF COLD.) TAKING, THEN / 
INTHE OFFING/ CAPTURE Gee! ||I SAW IT 


SAN 22 Vinis 
MYSELF/ ys ( SHOVE OFF 
vis MASTES/ 


SHOOT A HOLE|| OH, BOY/ THAT'S GOOD SHOOTING/ 
IN HIS PLUG 


HAT WC 100 GOOD! WE NEED 
cag ual MORE SPEED TO 


THROW EVERYTHING OVERBOARD’)! HE SAID "EVERYTHING" SO 1 GUESS THAT 


THAT WILL MAKE US GO FASTER«- s—|| MEANS OUR FISH 
ee ee / ig ee OUR LUNCH « 


iT WILL SINK IN A 
QUICKLY MINUTE UNLESS 

OR THEY'LL , WE SAVE IT 7 

CATCH US... A 3 Tale 


—< 


aes iT GOES / 


ONLY BOTTLE CAPS/ 
i YEE-Ow/ 


AND HALE A MILE DOWN THE HO HO, HO! You 
LAKE, THE PIRATE iz FT PILES || BAD PIRATES WILL 
OP ON SHARP RO! HAVE A rele el 


acs pea THE END OF THAT 
GEST WE GO ASHORE AND ae 
SOME FISHING WORMS, 


YES,» WE THREW 
OUR FISH AWAY. 
eV) 


TEE-HEE/ COULD YOO 
OSE SOME MORE 
BOTTLE CAPS? 


PIRATE PROPERTY! OH- 
HA-HA:HAS THATIS A 
CAPITAL JOKE / 


nicl ea JOST PLANTED THIS 
POST BET It'S A GOOD 
PLACE to DIG roe WORMS. 


ITS A WOODEN OVER 
SOMETHING : 8, 
TO Lier ir BY / 


PIRATES HAVE 
NO RIGHT TO 
<< OWN PROPERTY. 
sill he hd 


SO WE NEEDN'T 
PSY ANY ATTENTION 
TO THEIR SIGN 


ITH A HANDLE 


LOOK: ANOTHER SIGN: AND 
AN OLD BROKEN SHOVEL». 


ELAN Se 
WGK THING +s 
fete 


5 
PIRATE Peek RE. 


TREASURE BAZ@EL) IT SMELLS ba Nee LIKE 
asit LIVE, AND 


COOKIES AN 
—) 
L BET Tu ame 
N sh STOLE iT/ > 


THIS CAN OF PEACHES IS THE LAST THING, 
UNCLE WIGGILE 
Y / MY! WHO WORLD HAVE 


ae ied A BARREL COULD HOLD 


sO MUCH! <| 
3 T WONDER HOW. 
zallea./ MANY CHOCOLATES 

APERSON'S = 

STOMACH CAN HOLD! 


THIS CERTAINLY MAKES 
OP FOR THE BASES 
LUNCH WE THREW 
OVERBOARD ... gus 


AHA! We've causuT Ywird ALL OUR FOOD. 
THOSE RABBITS... IN THEIR BOAT 
HIGH AND DRY / > 


HO, HO! THOSE PIRATES DON'T WHAT'S WRONG? THERE'S TOO MUCH 
KNOW OUR BOAT RLINS JUST AS WE'RE NOT MOVING! WEIGHT = 
FAST ON ORY LAND. —_—_ 

z THERE'S NO 


s 
(TIME, TO LINLOAD! 


THE FAN W 
THROWING 
EGGS.TO THROW AT 
THE PIRATES ¢ 


ONE AT A TIME RE SHARP SHOOT: 
ING DLL TRY: BARRAGE: 


aes THROW THEM ALL 


ALL EXCEPT 
THE SMELL/ 


HAIHA! THOSE PIRATES WON'T NOT WHILE 
EP OFE* SIGN THE SM 


NEED ANY “KE ELL 
Panton ee RES E ORS) 
NOW os T d 
ale 


' YOU GOING TO THE WHY OF COURSE 
COSTUME BALL TONIG6! ICK ++» 
E © R a ai 
@ | o ua z 


“SENPECKED & = 


OH, MY WIFE LETS | I'LL SNEAK OUT EARLY TONIGHT AN'Y 
ME DO ANYTHING:: POT MY SOSTORE aN BEHIND THE 


SET MEN, TLL ae 
COT ‘EM DOWN ae 


JUESS IT'S 
iE IS ( 
ISTUME. 


({ LLL TAKE CARE OF THis 
cost 


/ THERE'S ONLY \ J] | =AND_AS FOR YOU —/ YOU'RE 
ONE PLACE FOR GOING TO 2EMAIN IN YOUR ROOM 
THESE SILLY FOR TH' 
THINGS! 


" j eo 
b AND_JUST TO MAKE) (D-DON'T THROW) OH WHAT AM I GOING i Vanes 
SURE IM LOCKING Rw TH, KEY, VE JUST GOT 
OR. gi aes » BALLS. 1 
z WILL THINK 
pO WHICH LAM 


HIVE oor nd Tye wnoom) —_| 
re JUST CLIMB OUT THE WINDOW. 


ghete NEVER MISS ME 


TLL 
tte bese” T is. wee 


|Z HE'S GONE? 


{ TLL BET HE WENT TO THAT 
BALL AFTER ALL WELL, I 


COSTOME } 
FOLLOW HIM / 


HE ESCAPED OUT 
THIS WINDOW! 


THEY WON'T LET ME IN UNLESS LCOULD GO DRESSED AS A 
TM IN COSTOME, TOO. MMM. WHAT LITTLE GIRL — OR CLEOPATRA / 
HALL I WEAR?  ¥ S 


THERE’ 1 WOULDNT BE BUT THAT'S NOT WHY I'M 
SURPRISED IF I WON FIRST. GOING! WHEN I GET MY 
PRIZE! HANDS ON THAT — 


“(HOW ABOUT YOUR TICKET 
A CUTIE PIE? 


NOW, LET'S. eee 
WHERE |S THAT. 
— 


ie 
BSG 
oS: Sa 
THERE HE! DEAR — THER 


Od, E 
AND" DANCING With tuar |S ANOTHER ONE... 
HUSSY TOO’ 


AND ANOTHER ONE! 
THAT MAKES ‘THREE 
BUCCANEERS. 


Au! Paar O ONE 
HECTOR / ID EY THOSE 
BIG FEET ANYWHERE! 


BY 1 HAVE TH 
DANCE WITH YOu 
IR? 


EVER SINCE I WAS A TEENY LITTLE 
SIRL, [VE DREAMED OF BEING PICKED 
OP AND CARRIED OFF BY A BIG, BAD, 
BOLD BLUCCANEER LIKE YOU... 


OH, PLEASE KEEP SWINGING ME 
AROUND LIKE THIS! I LOVE 


me 


OH, HOW MORTIFYING ? 
y BOT HE MUST BE ONE OF 
THE OTHER TWO! TLL 
FIND THEM’ 


OH, THERE HE is} 

THIS TIMES NO ON 

WOULD STICK SO 
PUNCH BO! 


NOW, TAKE THAT MASK WELL!’ THE THIRD AND 
OFF:: EEEEEK:: THIS LAST BUCCANEER MUST BE 
ONE ISN'T HECTOR HECTOR / 
EITHER! ] 


THERE HE IS! I MIGHT 
HAVE KNOWN HE'D BE TH’ 
ONE DANCING WITH THAT 

HUSSY ? 


HE'S MY HUSBAND, Y HE'S MY HUSBAND 
HECTOR ROOSTER’) RUBE ROOSTER. I'D 
NOW TH’ WEIRD. 


KI TH 
CREATURE, MASK OR 
a NO MASK 7 


F MY MASK 


OH, MY DEAR, IM SO SORRY! 
ME_TOO, HONEY! 
THEY'RE. NOT WORTH 
FIGHTING OVER. 


CAN t 
60 NOW? 


WELL, BYE, BYE, DEAR / I. MUST 
HURRY HOME» [T WANT TO 
PRACTICE THAT LEFT HOOK 
YOU SHOWED ME. 


THERE HE IS 


SURE, LT WAS” WHAT 
ARE YOU GOING 
TO DO ABOUT 


DARLING, I MUST 
YOU ABOU 


TELL iT 
THE LITTLE EGG- 
WARMER I SAW TODAY 


X* HECTOR 
ARASSING ME? 


GET OUT OF THAT 
BED, HECTOR! I KNOW YOU WERE 


TO THAT COSTUME BALL / 


THE COLT UNCLE JACK SENT YOU 
WILL BE ON THIS FREIGHT TRAIN, 
TOMMY—-HERE 17 COMES! 
OAY FINDS 
TOMMY / CAN'T WAIT TO SEE 
OWENS AND 
HIS DAD 


WAITING 
AT THE 
BAKERSVILLE 
STATION. 


~ 


SCREECH OF BRAKES THE TRAIN STOPS 


-. el 
/ GAN TAME HIM, DAD! IM GOING TO WE GOTTA HANDLE 
CALL HIM STARLIGHT AND RIDE HIM IM MIGHTY CAREFU 
70 SCHOOL EVERY DAY UNTIE ONE ROPE: 


ATA TIME, B/LL. 


OUT THROUGH THE CAR DOOR 

Brariicut HE LEAPS—RIGHT OVER TOMMY ff 

NEEDS NO OWENS' HEAD, 

COAXING! ” D 

WITH A 

MIGHTY 

PLUNGE 

HE SNAPS 

HIS 

LEATHER 

» HALTER 


WHOA, 
STARLIGHT! 
WHOA, BOY’, 


DONT WORRY. TOMMY, 
THE FENCELL 
TURN HIM. 


FIVE-FOOT 
STATION 


FENCE 
CAN STOP 
A RANGE 


DAO! BILL! HES THE RIVER BEND 
GONE INTO THE 1S JUST BEYOND 
WOODS-HURRY! sy THE TREES. 


THERE HE /5— 
AT THE BEND! 
HES CORNERED! 


|, SCAT 


OFF-/F / CAN 


¢ BUT THE RIVER'S BREADTH IS f mel THIRTY FEET OUT FROM THE 


il ein eg nw ec gion on Face ee 6a he RE a eee i an APR eons 


THERE HE GOES 
HEADIN FOR TALL 
TIMBER... YOULL NEVE? 


1 AFRAID NOT 
BILL! 175 TOUGH 
FOR TOMMY, 


GET Hi Now! 


A MINUTE LATER HE LUNGES 
OUT—ON THE OPPOSITE BANK. 


BUCK UP SON! CRYING 
WONT BRING YOUR 
COLT BACK.../2L 

GIVE YOU THE 


NOBODY'S GOT THE TIME TO 
GIVE, TOMMY... 17 MIGHT 
TAKE A WEEK OR A MONT7+. 
7O TRACK DOWN THAT 
WILD MUSTANG. 


Whur NIGHT 
AFTER HIS, 
PARENTS 
ARE ASLEEP, 
TOMMY OWENS 

WRITES A 
SHORT 
LETTER 


CALIBRE RIFLE, 
A LENGTH OF 
ROPE,AND A 
BAG OF SAND- 
WICHES TOMMY 
CLIMBS OUT OF 
HIS BEDROOM 
WINDOW 


/LL NEVER LOVE 
ANOTHER HORSE LIKE~ 
LIKE STARLIGHT! CAN'T, 

WE GET THE 
NEIGHBORS TO 
HELP US HUNT 


DEAR MOTHER AND DAD: 
1 CANT LIVE WITHOUT MY 
PALOMINO, STARLIGHT, SO 
1h! NOT COMING BACK T/LL 

J FIND 114. 
YOUR LOVING SON. 


BY MOONLIGHT HE CROSSES 
THE PASTURE LOT TO WHERE 
THE WOODS BEGIN. 


(LL TRY THE NEXT 
RIDGE-/7'S HIGHER, 


SO / CAN SEE TWICE 


Worse 


FINDS TOMMY 
SCANNING 
THE HILLS 
FOR A SIGHT 
OF HIS 
WONDER 


HORSE TRACKS! Ti 
VE FOUND HIS i, 
4 ft 


4F OMLY HE DOESN'T 
HEAR ME— PERHAPS, 
4 CAN GET NEAP 
ENOUGH 7O ROPE HIM. 


ON THE RIDGE ABOVE HIM, A 
HORSE WITH SILVER MANE 
AND TAIL STANDS CLEAR 
AGAINST THE SUNSET 


JE HE DOESN'T MOVE / CAN. 
DROP MY ROPE RIGHT 
OVER HIS HEAQ 'USPECTING 
NOTHING 
THE 
PALOMINO 
FEEDS 
DAINTILY 


fllouvine HIS 
BREATH, 
TOMMY OWENS. 
SWINGS HIS 
LOOP OF 
HEAVY ROPE, 


AT TOP SPEED STARLIGHT 
PLUNGES DOWN THE ROCKY 
TREACHEROUS MOUNTAINSIDE. 


ON A PILE | 
OF DEAD 
LEAVES, 


17 WILL BE MY L— 
FAULT I/F STARLIGHT. 


GOTTEN NEARER 
BEFORE ¢ THREW. 


tl 
a THE THROW 1S TOO SHORT 


4 
is 


sh : Susana 


TOO LATE HE SEES THE }) 
BUSH-SCREENED PIT 


OF TRAPS, 
HE HURLS 
HIMSELF 
AT THE 
PITS WALL 


HES NOT HURT A B/T— 
BUT HELL NEVER GET OUT 
OF THAT HOLE WITHOUT. 


(LL STAY HERE TONIGHT. 
AND GET DAD 70 HELP. 
TOMORROW. 


PLL GIVE YOU MY APPLE, STARLIGHT. 
BET YOU NEVER TASTED ONE 
/N YOUR LIFE. 


Ks DARKNESS 
FALLS, TOMMY 
BUILDS A 
FIRE AND 
SPREADS 

HIS BLANKET 

AT THE EDGE 

OF THE PIT ie 


SUSPICIOUS 
SNIFFS 
STARLIGHT 
TAKES A 
BITE, AND 
LIKES IT 


ABOUT MIDNIGHT TOMMY'S FIRE 
DIES DOWN TO RED EMBERS, 


ah ae“ a" .% 


THE MOON CASTS BLACK SHADOWS 
AMONG THE ROCKS—; 


SUDDENLY |TWO SHADOWS SEEM 
TO BE MOVING FROM ROCK 


APPROACH 
THE PIT 
SCENTING 
» THE COLT. 


THE COLT REARS UR 
SNORTING WITH FEAR. 


jLL SHOW EM! THEY 
CANT AULL MY HORSE/ 


TAKE TH/3 YOU BRUTE! YOU 
LEAVE MY STARLIGHT ALONE 


FIGHTS OFF 
THE TWO i 
BEARS...HED 

RATHER DIE 
THAN LET 

THEM HARM 
HIS HORSE, jie 


YOU BETTER NOT COME fap 
BACK, YOU TWO- OR /1L f= 9 
ROAST YOU ALIVE! 


GOING THE REST OF THE NIGHT Jz s 
\ Aaa eel 


17'S ALL RIGHT, STARLIGHT 
DON'T BE AFRAID ANY 
MORE.../LL WATCH 


\1T EARLY 
DAWN 
TOMMY 

CLIMBS 
DOWN TO 

THE BROOK 
TO GET 


I'VE GO7 70 FINDA 
WAY—/F / COULD 

SEND AN 5.0. S—/F. 
4 ONLY HAD MY 


MORSE SET 
¥ t \, 


THERE, BOY, THERE-OH, GEE, 
HES DRINKIN’ HE TRUSTS Jee 


Sey 


SITS UP..,HE FINDS FIGHTING OFF 
SLEEP HARDER THAN FIGHTING OFF 


/'VE GOT 70 GET HELP. 

TODAY OR STARLIGHT 

AN’ / WILL BE GONERS, 
TOMORROW. 


DONT BE SCARED, STARLIGHT, 
1M YOUR FRIEND! DON'T YOU, 


SHARES 
HIS LAST 
PROVISIONS 
WITH THE 

COLT. 


‘VE GOT/T! INDIAN 
SMOKE S/GNAL5S// 
THATS (7! 


THESE WET LEAVES 
OUGHT TO GIVE 
‘(4075 OF SMOKE? 


i HUNGRY AND TIRED, TOMMY 


| SENDS HIS SMOKE, SIGNALS. 


THIS IS WILD COUNTRY. 
OWENS... LET'S HOPE 

TOMMY FOUND. SOME 
HUNTERS CAMP OR= 


EVEN A FOO? 
PRINT OF TOM. 


MR. OWENS, 
TOM'S FATHER, 
AND A 
PARTY OF 
MEN ARE 
SEARCHING. 


FOR HIM 


THAT'S THE FIF 7+ 
CAMPFIRE WE'VE 
SPOTTED TODAY— 


KNOW? 17'S AN IN (INDIANS NOW. 
INDIAN SMOKE / WANT 7O FIND 
SIGNAL! 


WELL, WHAT DO vou} 14 NOT ioe) 


SAY, LOOKS 


es oA 


YOULL BE INTERESTED Sa THE SIGNAL HAS 
YN THIS /NOIAN, OWENS... a STOPPED —SOMETHING'S 
THE SIGNAL SPELLS |, <2 HAPPENED! 
5-0-5 —5-0-S/ EASY. OWENS % 
DONT BREAK A 
LEG NOW.. WERE 


TOMMY! TOMMY! HE FOUND THE / ANEW YOUD COME, DAD— 
ARE YOU ALL COLT—WHAT A A AND / TAMER STARLIGHT, 
RIGHT? ns . HE'S MY PAL NOW. GOSH, 

4 DAQ. WERE HUNGRY! 


WELL GET STARLIGHT OUT EASY, STARLIGHT, L. 
ALL RIGHT, TOMMY, DON’T, THEYRE HELPING 


HOME. I'VE FIXED /7 
ALL MYSELF. 


CARRIES A 
TIRED BOY 
AS THE 
RESCUE PARTY 
RETURNS, 


G 


7 

The little canary sat on the edge of a 
twig and a tear rolled down his beak and 
dropped to the ground. He was very un- 
happy. Here he was, forced to listen to all 
the other birds singing so beautifully, and 
he couldn't join in their song. For this lit- 
Ue fellow was an orphan in the flock. When 
the cold breezes of autumn told them it 
was time to fly south for the winter, all the 
birds had banded together and set out for 
this lovely forest. and though there was no 
one to look after the little canary, he went 
with them. Though he had no mother or 
father to. teach him the ways of the forest, 
he followed the flock for many weary days 
of hard flying until they had reached the 
forest in which they now dwelt. 

Every year the birds practiced and prac- 
ticed singing until their voices were in per- 
fect condition, for at the end of the season, 
when it came time to fly north again, they 
elected their leader by holding a singing 
contest. Thus it was that the little orphan 
canary sat on a twig and let his tears fall to 
the ground, for he knew he would not be 
able to compete for the prize. Being an 
orphan he had no one to teach him hew to 
sing. He had gone from family to family 
asking if someone would give him singing 
lessons, but each time he was refused for 
all the other birds were much too busy 
with their own young to take the time to 
teach a stranger. 

Another tear dropped from the canary's 
eye, rolled down his beak, .and fell to the 
ground. 


- 
Phah 


e Y= 
beginning to rain. I'd better be getting 
along home.” And to the amazement of 
tle little bird, there under the bush sat a 
little man no bigger than a minute. He 
avas all dressed in green, with a little peak- 
ed hat, and pointed-toed shoes. As the ¢a- 
hary watched him, the little man hopped to 
his feet and looked up at the sky. 

“It can’t be raining, the sun’s still out.” 
Then he caught sight of the canary on the 
bush overhead and stopped. 

“Oh ho,” he said, putting! his finger 
alongsitle his nose. “What have we here? 
A litte bird. And a crying bird, at that. 
Tsk. tsk, tsk. That is serious. Come, my 
little friend. Tell me what troubles you.” 

Because the little canary felt so badly, 
he found himself pouring out his troubles. 
But to his surprise, when he was through, 
instead of sympathizing with him, the little 
creature in green laughed merrily. 

“Is-that all that troubles you? Why, I 
can fx that in a minute. I myself will teach 
you to sing.” And the little fellow strutted 
about in the sunshine, flipping his long 
green coattails. 

“I'm the good elf of the forest. It's my 
job to keep an eye on things and see that 
everything runs smoothly. And 1 can't 
stand by and have a bird in my forest that 
doesn't know how to sing, or I'd lose my 
good reputation.” 

“But can you really teach me how to 
sin: 

“Well, I can't sing myself, of course, but 
I can certainly take you to some of my 


time to lose if you want to be ready for the 
contest.” : 

The little canary shook his head. “It's 
no use,” he said. “I've asked every bird in 
the forest and they are all too busy. No one 
wants to be bothered with an orphan.” 

But the little elf just laughed. “Don't 
you worry. I can see you haven't had much 
experience in the woods, or you'd know 
there are plenty of other creatures of the 
forest who can sing besides the birds.” 

The canary and his new friend hurried 
through the dense thicket. Soon they came 
to a little brook which tripped along over 
the stones. There they stopped. The little 
elf put his ear to the edge of the brook 
and listened for a moment. Then he said, 

“Yes, she’s in good voice today. Now if 
you'll just listen carefully, you'll hear the 
brook’s voice, and that’s as pretty a song as 
you could ask for.” 24 

Obligingly the little bird cocked his 
head and listened real carefully, and sure 
enough, he could hear the softest sweetest 
notes you can imagine. 

“Now you try,” said the elf, So the little 
bird opened up his bill and let out a peep. 
My goodness, but it was a strange sound. 
He looked sheepishly at the little elf who 
had put his fingers to his ears, but the elf 
said, 

“Not very good, I'll admit, but all it 
takes is practice. Come now, try again.” 
To be sure, the second time it was better. 

“There now, you see? All you need is 

~ just to coine here every day and practice, 
and before you know it you'll be singing 
as nicely as the brook.” 

The elf of the forest was right. Before 
many days had passed the little canary had 
learned the technique of singing ripples 
and trills, and not only that, but he had ac- 
quired an audience. For one day, as he 
stood on the edge of the brook, he saw a 
tiny figure watching him from under a 
flower. It was a cricket. 

“Howdy, neighbor,” said the cricket. 
“Mind if I join in a chorus or two?” 

“Of course not,” said the canary, and 
promptly the little creature set up a merry 
chirping by rubbing his hind legs together. 

“Why, it sounds just like a fiddle,” ex- 
claimed the canary. : 

“Yep, that's right. Lots of folks think 1 


my hind legs all the time.” 

So the two sat by the little brook and 
played and sang until the sun was high in 
the blue summer sky. 

The next day the little elf listened very 
carefully to the canary. Then he nodded 
his head in pleasure. ~ 

“It seems to me you've learned all the 
brook has to teach you. Ir guess it's 
time to go on to your next instructor.” 
He led the little bird over to a group! of 
trees. Then lifting up his head, he whistled 
a weird little tune. In answer a soft sum- 
mer breeze began to blow through the 
trees, rustling the leaves, and whispering 
among the branches. 

“There's your next teacher, the Summer 
Breeze,” said the elf. “Just you listen to 
the song he sings as he blows through the 
trees, and the first thing you know you'll 
be singing as softly as he does.” 2 

So for many days more the little canary, | 
his cricket friend accompanying him, sat 
near the trees and listened to the song of 
the south wind. Then one day the cricket’ 
brought his friend the beaver to help them 
keep time by slapping his tail against the 
rocks. Finally, when the canary had learn- 
ed all he could from the south wind, th 
little elf of the forest Said, “ 

“Well, you have one more teacher, then 
you're through. And if by that time you 
haven't learned to sing better than any 
bird in this forest, 11—I'I—I'll give up 


_my job.” He took his friend deep mto the 
“forest one dark day, and there they. sat 


sound of the raindrops as they pattered on 
the leaves and the ground. 

The first thing they knew it was the day 
of the contest. There was a great to-do 
among the birds of the forest as they put on 
their brightest feathers and practiced 
their scales and trills, Every one was in 
such good voice the little canary began to 
wonder if he stood a chance, but his little 
elfin friend spurred him on, and soon the 
contest began. 

First the bluebird sang, and it-was beau- 
tiful indeed. The little canary began to 
worry. Then the meadow lark got up to 

“sing, and he outshone the bluebird. One 
by one the ‘birds of the forest took their 
turn, with each one the little canary grow- 
ing more and more nervous, 

“I don’t think I'd better try,” he whis- 
pered to the elf. “I don't feel very good.” 

“Nonsense,” the elf answered. “It’s just 
Stage fright. You'll be all right as soon as 
you get started.” 

Finally it was the canary’s turn, but 
when he stood up to sing before all the as- 
sembly he was so frightened his little knees 
shook and all he could manage were a few 
nervous squawks. All the other birds began 
to laugh, for they didn’t think the canary 
had found anyone to teach him to sing. 
But just as the little bird was ready to give 
up without even trying, the little elf of the 


forest saw his predicament and hurried off 
into the woods, In a moment he was back, 
and with him the cricket and the beaver. 
‘The cricket tuned up his fiddle, the beav- 
er slapped his tail with a resounding blow 
against the ground, and before the little 
canary had a chance to think about being 
nervous, they were off, and he was singing 
with all his might and main, 

Well, you never heard such singing in 
all your life. The other birds were so amaz- 
ed they could hardly believe their ears. For 
the little canary sang so beautifully it put 
all the rest of them to shame. He had in- 
deed learned his lessons well. For his voice 
had all the ripples and trills of the brook 
in the forest, and the soft whispers of the 
south wind blowing through the trees, and 
the clear sweet notes of the raindrops on 
the leaves. 

Well, I don’t have to tell you how the 
story ends. He was unanimously acclaimed 
the leader of the flock, and when the time 
came for.them all to return to the north, 
he sang so beautifully that people watch- 
ing the flock fly overhead knew that spring 
was surely on its way. 

So that is why, of all the birds, the canary 
has the sweetest voice of all, for he was 
taught by the creatures of nature, and if 
you listen real hard some time you. will, 
hear their voices in his song. 
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I WANNA 
DRUMSTICK! = 


SAY, WAIT A MINUTE, 
FELLERS, THIS IS A 
CHICKEN, NOT A 
CENT | PEDE! 


IN A COUPLE OF SECONDS 
THAT CHICKEN WILL BE 


AH-HA, ROAST CHICKEN ! 
ONE OF MY MANY FAVORITE 
DISHES? 


ITS A BEAUTIFUL } 
GIRL IN DISTRESS? 


WHO CARES WHAT. ‘Wil 
E 


P! PLEASE SAVE ME! IMA 
BEE-UTIFUL GIRL IN 
‘ar DISTRESS! 


DRESS SHE'S IN, LET'S 
AT OUR CHICKEN. 


WHILE THE BOYS ARE HELPING THE LOOK, BLACKIE! IT'S THE 
BEAUTIFUL GIRL, I'LL HELP MYSELF TO WOLF, AN' HE'S GOT OUR 
—s CHICKEN. 


( WE'LL HAVE 0 (LET'S LOOK UNDER C*wuaT TODO WHEN ¥ 
WoRK FAST, BOYS! “C'— HERE IT IS, CHICKEN!) THE WOLF STEALS 
A HOT CHICKEN!” 


AA 


h —— 
RST 1 WRITE A (THEN I DELIVER THE NOTE] [ HOPE HE HASN'T STARTED 
TLE NOTE! TO THE WOLF / I'LL BE || TO EAT THAT CHICKEN / fg 
BACK IN A LITTLE 


, Wi 
HN pects: ‘$id 
oN, 1 ae MG 
| lal, 


FI 
u 
——= 


MAYBE IT'S A FAN LETTER } 
FROM A SECRET ADMIRER! 


GOSH, I'D BETTER HURRY! IT'S A GOOD THING I HAD THIS 
IT'S CLOSE TO THREE CHICKEN’ I'VE ALWAYS WANTED, 
TO BE A MEMBER O'TH QW. Wig 


Y AN' LET ME DO 
THE TALKING J 


BROTHER WOLF! Ni-VEs, SIRE 
YOU'RE A HALF IM SORRY, 
MINUTE LATE / YOUR HONOR? 


FIRST WE'LL TAKE THE 
EXAMINATION FEE! 


(NOW, WHY DO YOU THINK J 
YOU'RE QUALIFIED FOR 
MEMBERSHIP IN THE 


SO FAR SO GOOD! pLWAY 9: 
ARE YOU ALWAYS ~~~ YOUR HONOR! 
SLY AN' TREACHEROUS? 


WHERE DIDYOU BR/ I STOLE iT? «. 
GET THIS CHICKEN,) FROM BLACKIE 
BROTHER WOLF.’ Jaf AN’ HIS BROTHERS. 

Ls yy GA 


| Ds 3 
[OH, YOU'LL NEED NOPE, ‘= 
BETTER REASONS /( NEVER J? 
THAN THAT « f 
HAVE YOU EVER ay 


DONE A GOOD 
DEED \IN_YOUR 


LIFE ? 


NEVER LOSES HIS 
TEMPER! HAVE 
YOO EVER LOST 
~/ YOURS? 

- \ 
a 


SET FIRE TO 
MY TAIL ++ 


ERM YES, ONCE 
WHEN BLACKIE 


WELL, YOU WILL P= I'LL DO 
HAVE TO PROVE THAT) ANYTHING 
YOU WILL NEVER | You SAY / 
LOSE YOuR TEMPER) 


ALL RIGHT! IF YOU CAN STAY AT #ASKIE'S}] [ OOOH, HOW'M I GONNA SPEND] 
HOME FOR ONE HOUR WITHOUT LOSING AN HOUR IN BLACKIE'S HOUSE 


YOUR TEMPER, YOU WILL BE MADE A WITHOUT LOSING MY TEMPER, 
MEMBER, 5 


[Bor IF { DON'T DO-IT, L)| (AHH, SHAVE IT TLL 
CAN'T JOINTHE OW,W.Y| TELL BLACKIE I'M A 
ws ANUTHAT WILL] UREFORMED CHARACTER, 
RUIN MY SOGIA 
STANDING+« 


JUST THOUGHT I'D) THANK YOu! WE 
STOP BY FOR A NEIGHBORS MUST 
NEIGHBORLY VISIT. STICK TOGETHER! 


wey 
ares § mwas 


[ TSK,7Sk, HOW CARELESS! THERE? iS EVERY- 
BRING THAT CHAIR & BODY HAPPY = 
et BACK! J 


| JOST A LITT 
Maer HEH- HE 


[WERE HAVING CHICKEN 2~/ WHY- 
TONIGHT WHAT PART WOULD 
YOU LIKE, MR. WOLF? 
LZ A 


YOU MAY HAVE ANOTHER YEH, RUBE 
DRUMSTICK IF YOU WISH; BUSTED THE 
WE HAD TWO LEFT OVER 

FROM LAST CHRISTMAS! 


[OH YES, AN’ 
SOME PEAS. 


SOME MASHED 
POTATOES, 
MR. WOLF? 


[TEN MINUTES W 
AFTER FOUR, 


HERE ONLY 
TEN MINUTES. 


BLINDFOLD OVER 


et 


TSK, TSK, WHY} 


A FINE PLACE To 


THIS IS THE 
FALL ASLEEP a j. LAST STRAW? 


OLR CUPBOARD! 
De 


I DON'T CARE IF I NEVER BELONG 
TO THE “WICKED WOLVES? I JUST 
WANNA GET MY HANDS ON YOU// 


ined 


YOURE GOING TO)—] 
LIKE THIS, MR, WOLF! — 
Bs 


OOOOH? 
MY HEAD? / - 
iy 


a, 


ORDER OF WICKED WOLVES AN! TELL LOST MY TEMPER? THAT'S IT? I'L 
'EM I LOST MY TEMPER =) SAY I DIDN'T/AN’ THEY'LL Asie ME 


AH, HERE'S TH’ THE WOLVES AREN'T 
OLD RED BARN | HERE /..BUT THERE'S 


AH WISHES AH WAS MO FRENLY- 
505 SOMEBUDPY WOULD BAKE 
ME A CHAWKLIT CAKE WIE - 
FINK AND WHITE DOOSIGGIES 

| OVER 17 —SIFF-SNIEES 


we 


MAN! MAN! DAT DE B/GGEST 
CAKE AH EVER SEE! BUT 
HOW COME SHE 1S HOLLER? 


CAUSE SHE'S A 
SINGIN CAKE! 


WHY, BLESS MAH 
LL Ol! ROSY SOULS 
(75 MAH OWN . 
AN SPECIAL 


BIRF DAY.” 


WT 2060 2475 15.500- 
PRISE OL’ ALBERT 


WO ANE SAKE AU 


UP A BIRFLAY 


READ DEM KEE- 
CIPES $0 GOOR 


you Jées' practice uP US on BOY! 
ON _BIRTHOAY SONOS AN’'] THAT THERE 
FRENLY GREETINGS. HEN] 18 PERFECK 
CRAWL INSIDE TH’ CAKE [ ON ACCOUNT. 


| AN’ WHEN SHE 19 PREE-\ AH /§ POSS/BLE 


SENTED TO OE ALIEN DE BES'SINGIN’ 
BY ME— YOU POPS 0: POSSUM /N-*). 
AN’ ENNERTAINS WIF / 4 DE SWAMP* 
A MESS OF SINGIN’ COUNTRYL 
AND PLEASANTRIES! Preeti 


AHLL GO ROUND 
OP SOME FOLKS 
WHAT ISN'T 
FUSSY AN’ WHOLL 
HELP CELEBRATE, 
OL’ ALBERTS 
B/RFDAY. 


AN'AHLL BE A 
PRACTICIN’ MAH 


WHILST BUMBAZINE/5 GONE) AH MOUGHZ, JES'AS WELL 
PRACTICE #15/DE 50'S AH, BIRFDAY TO 
WILL GET USED TO MmAH/ \\) MBLEFFEN IT 
WORKIN! CONDITIONS. { BAU /SW'T A CHAWKLIT 


ALL JES’ VESTIGATE 

CERTAIN CHAWKLIT CAKE 
SMELLS WHUT HAS BEEN 
PERMEATIN' AN' PERCOL- 
ATIN' THRU THIS HERE 
VICINITY! HEE-HEE! AH 


< CAKE WIF PINK 

, t AN. WHITE 
wits, DOO-JIGO/ES 
= ALL OVAH /T/ 


MOUGHT SES’ AS") | FANCY THAT! AH WAS JES’ 
WELL TEST OUT DE of 7RYIN' IT OUT FO! S/ZE 
FLAVOR AS A FAVOR! WHEN MAH HAND SLIPPED! 
BUMBAZINE CAIN’T. WHUT A HORRIBLE AND 
NOT MIND IF AH FORTUNATE KIND OF A 


TASTES AT ITA ACCIDENT! 


WOTHIN-LIKE A GOOD THREE-CENT 
HAVANA 70 FOLLY UP A LiL 


(MAH SAKES! 17/5 
SMOKY INSIDE 
THIS HERE 


WOOEY! MA 
SINGIN’ 
STOMACH GOT 


| O4, OL ALBERT /SN'7T 
AS BAD AS HE'S PAINTER 


AH DION'T KNOW HE 
WAS PAINTED-WHUT 
COLOR 1S HE? AH 
HOPES HE /S A PERTY, 
WALLER WIF BLUE, 


FERS PUPPLE 
WIF RED AN’ BLUE 
RUNNIN BOARDS, 


HOWSOMEVER AH BETTER 
PRACTICE UP A LITTLE! 


dj HAPPY BIRFDAY TO 


ALBER. CALE 


GOODNESS ME! 

AH IS GOT A ; 

SING/IN'AN' A 
TALKIN’ 


OKAY! SO LONG AS THEY 

45 PLENTY CHAWKLIT 
CAKE WIF_SING/N' AN! 
WIF LAUGHIN; US 


ME TO DO- COMMIT 
SOOEY-SIDE! HERE 
AH GOS 


HAPPY S HAPPY Se 
"y) 8/RFDAY —OH, HAPPY 
B/RFOAY 70 ALBERT— 


TM vi Tavis) 


THERE 1S OL’ ALBERT NOW ]LISSEN AT HiM 
AM HE 1S NOT PAINTED f SINGIN BOUT 
AT ALL—-HES JES’ HISSELF = YO" 
H/S NATURAL MUO 

BRINCLE! J 


THAT OL LUMP MUS'BE US MUS SQUEEZE OUT OL' ALBERT 
DE CAKE—ALBERT 2 4/KE A 7OOF FASTE TUBE! 
DONE EAT DE CAKE 


THEN OL’ POGO 
WILL POP OUTY 


POP. 
co De 
POSSUM 


SOOEY-SIDE ON HIS 
SEF IN PEACE? 


AA CAIN'T COUNT, 


UP TO THREE-AH {(AHLL SAY 
YES’ SAY ONE/, TWO. 


WHERE AT 1S HE 1§ SQUOZE] US DONE 
Ol’ POGO? 


